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Til go to your house.5 She got up.
'The back way,' he said.
They went out through the pantry. They passed Marais3
car; its door was open. Out of habit Channel went up to close
it: a reflex action, he thought. You see an open car door and
close it. But why was it open? It was unlike Marais. He
looked into it. What was that? ... On the rubber floor mat
lay a little figure of clay: a child's doll. It lay on its back. A
long white mimosa thorn had been driven through its right
eye, its right arm was torn off and lay beside it. He banged the
door quickly. He did not want Olga to see it in her present
state. Marais' right arm had been torn off; he had lain on
his back.
cAnything in the car?' Olga asked.
'Nothing, my dear. I was just looking.'
He sat on an armchair in his room. 'Excuse the mess,' he
said, CI was just packing. It is finished here.'
'Yes, it is over.' How they kept repeating it, as if to con-
vince themselves! She stared at the packing cases. 'I called
you,' she said, 'and you came. I wonder what would have
happened if you had not come.' She shivered. cAlone with
Congo.. .'
They heard Sebastian shouting.
cOlga! Olga!... Channel! Where is everybody? Mother
of God, what has happened? Is everybody dead?'
cCome here,' Channel called. eWe are in here, Sebastian,
in my house.'
Sebastian, Maria, and Wilson came in.
'Thank God, you're safe, Olga,' Wilson said. He went up
to her.
'I brought back the car/ Sebastian said. 'It is a bad car.
You should get the steering fixed.' He held Maria by the
wrist. 'You must forgive me,' he said. 'It was for my wife.
She had been abducted, but he is dead.3
'Who is dead?' Olga said.